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astery, which had guarded for over five hundred years
the cultural tradition of that holy order that was en-
shrined within its walls. But as we approached Castle
Hill, there were no signs of chilization. The war had
reduced the town to pink and orange rubble. A large
notice read:
IT IS FORBIDDEN TO LEAVE THE ROAD
FROM THE TOWN. THE RUINS ARE SEALED
OFF AND FULL OF MINES AND BOOBY
TRAPS. YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED.
It came as more than a warning. It told a tale which
cannot easily be told in words. Cassino has been the
scene of one of the greatest battles of World War II.
The neat white wooden crosses that stood in clusters
were the graves of those many soldiers, but for whose
supreme sacrifice the Boche would never have been
dislodged from the hill. Here lay the Indians of the
Fourth Division, the Gurkhas who were slaughtered at
Hangman's Hill; here rested the British guardsmen who
wTere killed in the final sweep into the town; here were
the Americans who fought from house to house, the
New Zealanders, Canadians, Greeks, French. Twice had
Montgomery tried to take Cassino and twice had his
Eighth Army returned beaten and battered. Then, after
the monastery had been bombed from the air, came the
final assault in which the Fourth Indian Dhision played
a spectacular part.
In Italy I first heard of the trail of glory which our
fighting men had left behind. The Indians had fought
all the way through the desert, through North Africa,
and spearheaded the Allied attack into Italy. The Fourth
Indian Division had become a legend of the war and
two others, the Eighth and the Tenth, were fast equal-
ing its record.